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ee URRY! Not amoment’s to 
be lost. We must rid the 
world of this foul being.” 

“Have you the tinder, the 
sticks, the cords of wood?” 

“Yes, yes—and more besides. 
Quickly now. Half you mengo to 
the other side of the house. Be- 
gin laying the tinder. We shall 
stay in front and see that this 
disgusting creature does not 
try to flee the flames.” 

Inside the plain structure, a 
young man cowered in a cor- 
ner, his unearthly features 
contorted in fear. 

“Help me, O Father. Sal- 
vum fac populum tuum, 
Diabole—save thy peo- 
ple, Satan. Preserve me 
so that | may survive 
to carry out your 
noble purpose on 
earth. Exaudi ora- 
tionem meam— 
hear my plea!” 

He whirled 


around. Smoke was pouring in 
through every fissure and crack of 
the room. 

“The end grows near, Father. 
Audite!” Coughing cut off his final 
prayer. Billowing smoke and bright, 
sparkling flames danced all about 

im. 

Staggering to his feet, he 
stumbled down into the cellar. He 
leaned his forehead against the cool, 
rough stones and groaned. Acrid 
fumes were filling his lungs; he 
could scarcely see; above him, he 
heard part of the flooring collapse 
and give way as the fire ate its way 
further and further into his house. 
The young man clawed at the stones 
until finger tips were bloodied. 

“Help me,” he sobbed quietly 
just as the rest of the ceiling fell in. 

“Thanks be to God!” The cry rose 
above the crackling inferno, echoed 
in the low-slung hills and 
rebounded off the mountains. 

“Are you sure he didn’t escape?” 
someone shouted. 

“Yes, nothing could survive that 
flaming holocaust. We have 
triumphed over evil. It is done!” 


Io GREW in wild 
profusion. Vines, shrubs, flowers 
covered every inch of exposed earth. 
A quiet stream gently rippled 
nearby. Its soothing melody and the 
singing of birds were the only 
sounds that ever cut the silence of a 
calm existence. Occasionally a deer 
came down from the high grounds 
to drink the crystal waters, then 
scampered away into the brush. 
Years merged into centuries as time 
seemed to have been banished from 
the face of the earth. But the beauty 


ca 


It’s hard to imagine this gentle 
setting as the seat of Satanic 
power—but don’t be fooled by it. 


of this world does not last forever. 
The town, at first a tiny 
settlement five miles away, began 
to expand. It needed space, room, 
places for new houses and schools 
and businesses, until gradually the 
noise of the felling of trees was 


heard shattering off the face of 
Se ETS EE 


Just a tiny drop of 
water separated our 


land from this Evil! 


time-worn cliffs. 

Men came into the 
valley—strange men who wore 
sweat-stained khaki clothing. They 
brought tools with them—saws that 
worked of themselves, powders 
compressed into sticks that could 
destroy even the mightiest of trees, 
vehicles that needed no horses to 
move them. 

The brush was cleared away, 
exposing the naked dirt for the first 
time in two hundred years . . . 

“Jim! Come here—on 
double!” 

A young man dropped his T- 
square and walked rapidly in the 
direction where a knot of men was 
already assembling. 

“What’s up?” 

“Just take a look at this.” Bob 
Francis, the foreman, poked the dirt 
with his boot. 

“That’s strange,’’ Jim 
murmured, squatting to have a 
closer look. “Seems like there was 
some sort of fire or something—the 
earth’s scorched. Let’s get some 
shovels and see what’s going on.” 

Eager hands soon went to work on 
the mound of root-tangled dirt. 
Within half an hour what appeared 
to be a wall of stone was uncovered. 

“I believe a house stood here 
once,” Bob said. “And here’s what’s 
left of it—the basement and 
foundation.” 

“We can clear it out and use it to 
store our equipment,” one of the 
worker’s suggested. “It’ll offer more 
protection than the tarps will.” 

“Good idea,” agreed Jim. “Let’s 
get cracking.” 

But when they were alone, he 
mentioned to Bob, “You know, this 
is really strange. No one ever lived 
in these parts before—at least that’s 
what the bank told us.” 

“Yeah, it is pretty weird. Why 
don’t you ask Sue about it? You’ll 
be seeing her tonight, won’t you?” 

He was—and he did. Sue Charles 
was a “townie” and worked as a 
secretary in the bank owning the 


the 


strip of land Jim and his crew were 
clearing. Jim had to see quite a lot 
of her during working hours and 
found himself wanting to be in her 
company after five, too. And she 
wasn’t opposed to the idea. 

“We made quite a discovery 
today, honey. Right smack in the 
middle of the woods, we found the 
ruins of an old house.” 

“Now isn’t that the oddest thing! 
I never knew anybody lived so near 
the hills. But couldn’t it be a 
hunter’s shelter or something?” 

“Nope, not a chance. When he 
finally cleared out the hole—it was 
filled, packed solid with branches 
and dirt—we measured it. The 
house must have been a fairly good- 
sized one—much too large for a hut 
or shed. And there were also several 
half-burned planks.” 

“Hmm—I wonder when it was 
built.” 

“I checked that out, too. From 
the kinds of stone and the type of 


mortar, my guess would be 
sometime before the beginning of 
the eighteenth century.” 


“Tve got an idea—let’s ask Aunt 
Maud about it. She’s quite an 
expert on Shaftbury’s early 
history.” 

“Well, OK—but remember the 
movie starts at eight o’clock.” 

“Silly, don’t worry. She lives 
across the street, remember? And 
it’ll only take a second.” 

They left Sue’s house and 
stepped out on the porch. “Such a 
lovely night.” Sue sighed softly and 
hugged Jim’s arm. “And there’s a 
full moon, too.” 

“And there’s also a stupid old 
broad hanging out the window 
watching us. How are you, my 
dear!” he cheerfully called. 

“Jim! She’ll hear you. And Sarah 
Grubber’s not one to stand an 
insult.” 

“Sarah Grubber? Wow, right out 
of Dickens. She looks like her name, 
too. Oops, still staring. But I don’t 
care. I want everybody to know I’m 
in love with the most beautiful girl 
in the world.” 

“Thanks, sweets, but do try to 
hold off until later. Besides, we’re 
already at Auntie’s house.” She 
knocked on the door. 

They were ushered in by a sweet, 
kindly old woman. And later, when 
seated in a quaint front parlor, Jim 
asked her about the ruins. 

Maud’s brow clouded. “Yes, I 
know of it. But first I want to tell 
you something—both of you.” She 
paused. to consider her next 
sentence. “Shaftbury is a nice town 
filled with fine, hard-working 
people. You know that, Sue. You’ve 
lived here all your life.” 


“But, Aunt Maud, what is it? I’ve 
never seen you so upset before.” Sue 
got up and sat beside the older 
woman. She held her hand. 

Maud smiled tightly, then 

continued. “The sins of the father 
will not be brought down upon the 
sons. Remember that.” She cleared 
her throat. “All right. In the 1690’s 
all of New England was beset by 
what the historians gleefully 
dismiss as the ‘Salem Madness.’ 
We’ve had a taste of it ourselves 
during the McCarthy era of the 
1950’s—but I won’t talk politics 
now. 
“Our Puritan ancestors hunted 
out and imprisoned hundreds of 
people accused of withcraft. Not 
many were executed—only about 
- nineteen, I belieyve—but no one was 
safe from having that dread charge 
put against him. If a man’s cow died 
or his horse became lame, it was 
witchcraft at work; if he had a 
grudge against his neighbor, that 
man was in league with the Devil; if 
his child died, evil spirits had come 
with the express purpose of carrying 
the poor baby away. It all seems 
silly now, but, back then it was 
deadly serious.’ 

“But all this happened i in Salem, 
Aunt. Not here.” 

Maud stared steadily at her 
niece. For a full minute, then: “Is 
that so?” In a quiet voice, “That 
burned-out cellar didn’t just grow 
there.” 

“You mean our ancestors 
murdered someone?” 

“Yes,” Aunt Maude sighed. “A 
poor, innocent young man whom 
nobody seemed to like. They 
trapped him and forced the youth to 
take refuge in his own house. The 
villagers burned it around his ears. 
Naturally he died—horribly, I 
imagine.” 

“But why, how could they do 
such a terrible thing?” Jim cut in. 

‘An epidemic of smallpox 
combined with a serious drought—I 
don’t know. Pick any reason you 
like.” 

“And why were we never taught 
this in school?” 

“Because very few people know 
about it, Sue. Ten years after it 
happened, in the early part of the 
1700’s, even Cotton Mather himself, 
one of the three judges at the Salem 
trials recanted his decisions and on 
bended knees implored the 
forgiveness of God for his crimes 
against humanity, decency and 
compassion. You can imagine how 
our ancestors felt—torn with guilt. 
Originally the town was a great deal 
closer to those pitiful ruins, but 
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THE HOWLING DEMON 
(Continued from page 25) 


they began expanding the opposite 
direction, away from the 
mountains.” 

“You know, I was wondering why 
there was so much uncleared land in 
those parts—it’s not been touched 
in 250 years.” 

“Exactly, Jim. Through the 
years, people gradually forgot about 
the incident, but more out of habit 
than anything else I guess they 
avoided the wilds and left the land 
for the deer and squirrels.” 

“And now I come along as a 
complete outsider to stir up old 
grief,” Jim mused. 

Maud smiled at him. “Not at all. 
It’s over and done with. I’m not 
proud of what our ancestors did, but 
I can live with it as long as it never 
happens again. We mustn’t allow 
ourselves to be bogged down with 
guilt from the past. We’ve done 
more than our share of cruelity 
during our own times. But enough 
of this. You young folks be off. 
Enjoy yourselves on this lovely 
summer night and leave an old 
woman alone with her memories.’ 


eT 
VE BEEN SO busy I 


almost forgot to tell you, Jim—but 
last night we nearly had us an 
accident.” 

“An accident? What happened?” 
Jim looked up from his plans to see 
his foreman’s honest face. 

“T guess one of the men had been 
careless and tossed a cigarette butt 
into the cellar. That oil-soaked rag 
we used yesterday to wipe down 
those shovels caught on fire.” 


“Any damage?” 
“Only to those voucher slips. 
They ignited almost 


immediately—but I threw a few 
pails of water on the blaze. You 
didn’t need them, did you?” 

“No, of course not, but we’ve got 
to be more careful—suppose it had 
been the dynamite that had caught 
on fire? I know it’s stored in 
fireproof containers, but that still 
doesn’t make me any less nervous.’ 

“Tl give a pep talk to the men 
this afternoon. By the way, we’re 
having a hell of a time on removing 
those stumps.” 

“T don’t see why.” 

“Neither do I. The ones down by 
lot 39 came out like pulling carrots. 
These guys are rooted like teeth or 
something—almost like they didn’t 
want to leave the ground, like they 
were protecting something. Weird, 
isn’t it?” 


“Perhaps not. The soil may have 
less rocks in it and give the roots 
more of a stronghold. But speaking 
of rocks, did you notice that a few of 
them had fallen down in the 
cellar?” 

“As a matter of fact, yes. Maybe 
the water I poured in to-stop that 
fire had something to do with it.” 

“I don’t know. The rocks looked 
like they had been shoved out. 
There’s a slight indentation in the 
wall about two feet deep that I 
never noticed before—as if 
something had pushed its way out.” 

“Probably a mole or something. 
The whole countryside’ s, riddled 


with their tunnels and . 
“Jim! Jim, for Gee's sake, 
hurry!” 


“Sue—what are you doing here? 
Honey, what’s the matter? You’re 
as pale asa ghost. Calm down and 
tell me!” 

“Oh, Jim, I got here as fast as I 
could,” she gasped and collapsing 
into his arms, began to sob. 

“What is it, baby?” 

“The town—it’s found out about 
that cellar. That stupid bitch Sarah 
Grubber—she’ s told everyone that 
you’ve come to call back the dead 
and make them curse the town.” 

“What the—but I thought your 
aunt was the only one who knew its 
history. And this doesn’t make any 
sense. Why should I want to call up 
the Devil?” 

“Jim, I don’t know. But Sarah 
also knew about the cellar’s 
existence and the warlock’s death. 
She’s organized the rabble to come 
here tonight and destroy the camp, 
the machinery—anything to stop 
operations and drive you away. I 
found out by accident—overheard 
two of the vigilante group talking. I 
didn’t know people could be so 
stupid.” 

“I didn’t either—but that’s not 
important now. Men,” he called out 
to the crew of workers who had 
gathered around him, “we may be 
in for some trouble. Sue has just 
told us that the townspeople have 
organized—”’ 

“Not the whole town,” Sue 
interrupted. “The lazy ones, the 
ignorant who want to believe in 
stupidity!” 

“All right then—some of the local 
people want to see this camp 
destroyed. Our cellar,” he pointed 
to the pit, “is all that is left of a 
house that stood on this property 
well over two hundred years ago. Its 
inhabitant was believed to be a 
warlock, a male witch. He was 
trapped inside and vigilantes 
burned the house to the ground. 
The people tried to forget it ever 
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happened—what was left of their 
conscience was bothering them. 
And now a foolish old woman has 
led descendants of these very same 
people to believe our actions are 
going to bring back this 
sorcerer—we ve disturbed his rest.” 

“So what are they planning to 
do?” a man asked. 

Sue spoke up. “Late tonight 
they’re going to come and burn out 
your camp. They’ll put the blame 
on roving teen-agers. That way they 
hope to discourage you, to force you 
all to leave.” 

“I hardly think that will make us 
quit. I’ve worked too hard at 
building up this construction 
company to let a few set-backs 
make me want to give up.” 

“But they have other ways too. 
Any supplies you may need, you 
won’t be able to buy in town—the 
hardware store will be conveniently 
“out of it at the moment, sir.’ The 
same goes for food, 
lodging—anything you need.” 

“But you said only a few people 
were behind it.” 

“Right—but Sarah Grubber owns 
half this town and keeps tabs on the 
other half. Her word is law. She can 
foreclose mortgages, drive people 
out of business, ruin anyone who 
tries to go against her will!” 

“Something’s going on around 
here—and it has nothing to do with 
the super-natural,” Jim muttered. 
Louder, he said: “I’m going into 
town, men. We’ve got three hours 
until sundown. Anybody who 
doesn’t want to stick around is free 
to leave—I won’t penalize him. 
There’s no reason why you should 
want to stick your necks out.” 

“We're all behind you, Jim,” Bob 
said, the workers echoing his 
sentiment. “We have a stake in this 
operation, too.’ 

“Good. Thanks a lot. rll be back 
in an hour. Come on, Sue.” 

“But I want to stay here, Jim. 
With you and the men. Don’t forget 
that we're engaged. have 
something at stake just like the 
others.” 

“And that’s just why I don’t want 
you around here if trouble breaks 
out. You’ve already done more than 
enough in warning us.” 

They got into Jim’s beat-up truck 
and headed down the road. Sue 
looked back to see Bob organizing 
the men into teams. 

“Oh God, don’t let there be 
bloodshed,” she softly prayed. 
“Jim, I still don’t understand any of 
what’s going on.” 

“I don’t either, Lurey. But I think 
I know why dear Miss Grubber is 
doing all this.” 
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Ten minutes later they pulled up 
in front of the county courthouse. 

“Wait here—I’ll be back as soon 
as possible.” He climbed out of the 
truck and raced up the stairs two at 
a time. Sue took the precaution of 
closing the windows and locking 
both doors. It was a wise move. 
Several idlers lounging in the park 
interrupted their earnest talk just 
long enough to glare at her. Some 
even made threatening gestures. A 
crash against the back window 
made Sue cry out. It was caused by 
an empty beer bottle thrown by an 
unseen hand. She was frightened, 
then angry. 

“Those cowards—can’t even 
stand up to an old woman. What 
kind of town is this turning into?” 

“She looked up with relief to see 
Jim walking toward the truck. 
Leaning over to unlock the driver’s 
door, she asked, “Did you find 
whatever you were looking for?” 

“You bet. According to the deeds 
on file in the courthouse, Sarah 
Grubber owns lots 42, 45 and 46.” 

“And you're working on lots 43 
and 44!” 

“Exactly. She wants to scare us 
off so she can buy the land 
at—pardon the pun—dirt prices 
when building space becomes really 
valuable.” 

“That greedy old hag. But the 
bank owns the land.” 

“Sure it does, but that’s not to 
say she can’t easily convince them 
their land is worthless and buy it for 
a song, maybe even tell them that it 
will hurt the town to have property 
built on it.” 

“And her flunkies will back her 
up. Jim, how can we stop her?” 

“By having a face-to-face 
confrontation. They still don’t know 
that we’re wise to their little 
scheme. But first, I’ve got to take 
you home.” 

“Oh Jim, no! I want to stay and 
help you.” 

“Home, young lady. And I want 
you to stay with Aunt Maud 
tonight—just for safety’s sake.” 

“I wish Daddy were alive. He’d 
show those cowards what’s up. 
Mom too.” 

“I know, honey. But you’re also a 
brave girl and I’m prouder now than 
ever to know you—love you, too.” 
He started the engine. “Don’t 
worry. I don’t think there’ll be any 
real trouble tonight.” 

“Just the same, I won't sleep a 
wink until I know for sure you’re 
safe. I just wish I could understand 
what’s going on.” 

“So do I, dearest, so do I.” 


N IGHT FELL, but there was no 


relief from the scorching heat. The 
stars drifted hazily in the clear sky; 
a moon shone fitfully upon the tense 
faces of the men clustered about in 
small groups. No breeze dispelled 
the heavy humidity from the air. 
Jim sat on a packing crate, 
several yards from the others. He 
reached in his pocket and pulled out 
a handkerchief to wipe the sweat off 
his brow and the back of his neck. 
“Why don’t they do something?” 
Bob complained. “I know they’re 


‘out there—can’t see them of course, 


but I can feel them just the same.” 

“Stop sounding like a 1931 jungle 
movie, Bob. And lower your voices. 
Noise carries farther at night and 
we don’t want anybody to know 
we're around. Are the men 
prepared?” z 

“As much as they can be without 
guns. 

“I don’t want to see anyone 
killed.” 

“Sure, but this little friend of 
mine can sure do some damage,” 
Bob whispered, patting a heavy 
barrel stave lying beside him. 
“Hey—what was that?” 

“Tm not sure, but it might have 
been a twig cracking. Get the men 
together.” 


They hid in the shadows cast by 
tractors, trailers, trucks. They 
waited. 

First one figure appeared, then 
another and another until a band of 
thirty ghostly apparitions silently 
stalked into the camp. A match was 
struck, briefly lighting up the coarse 
features of a man, one of them who 
had been in the park earlier. He 


whispered hoarsly, “Bring the 
gasoline.” 

Another man appeared from the 
darkness, lugging a heavy 


container. Stooping down, he began 
to losen the cap. 

From out of the cellar Jim 
shouted: “OK, men—let’s get 
them!” 

Spotlights were suddenly lit, for 
an instant freezing the invaders in 
the glare—but only for an instant. 
They had half-expected a fight, but 
they were ready. 

Workers and vigilantes scuffled, 
rolling and kicking in the dirt, 
punching, grunting, cursing at each 
other. 

In the midst of the battle, Jim 
glanced up to see an old woman 
standing alone on the grassy knoll 
that separated the site from the 
woods. “There she is!” he cried. 
“She’s the only one responsible for 
this.” He flung himself toward her. 
“I know who you are, you old witch. 
You want this land for yourself. I'll 
expose you tothe police. PIL . . .” 


“Silence!” Her strong voice 
commanded, its power resounding 
off the cliffs until it was gradually 
lost within the circling echoes of the 
mountains. 

The men stopped their brawling 
in wonder as the old woman 
marched towards them. She was 
tall and her stately carriage 
heightened the proud, cold sneer 
that was her ordinary expression. 

She focused hawk eyes on Jim. 
“You are the one who shall be 
exposed. We don’t want you here, 
meddling, ripping up our beautiful 
forests and flowers with your loud, 
ugly machines.” And malice 
dripping venom from her lips, “You 
won't even allow the dead to rest in 
peace.” 

“You knew we were rezoning this 
area,” Jim countered. “Why didn’t 
you stop us then?” 

“T wasn’t aware that you were 
working so near the . . .” 

“The spot where your illustrious 
ancestors burned alive a poor, 
defenseless man,” Jim cut in. 

“Enough of this! That creature 
was a warlock, a danger to our town 
and to our souls. He had to be 
exterminated. He . . .” She didn’t 
finish the sentence. Sarah’s eyes 
grew big. Gasping, she pointed, her 
mouth no longer capable of 
producing speech. 

Everyone followed her glance. 
From the opposite end of the camp 
came another figure, not vigilante, 
not worker. A young man with a 
strange, unworldy look on his face, a 
man dressed as anyone would have 
in 1694. 


The two warring parties, now 
united in sheer terror, drew back at 
his approach. Only Sarah stood her 
ground, a look of inexpressible fury 
contorting her features. She 
hunched her shoulders and raised 
her arms. 

The man snarled and performed 
the same action. The two stood 
looking at each other, undisguised 
hatred boiling in their faces. 

“Back, back, I command you into 
everlasting Hell!” A handful of salt 
was thrown. Suddenly everything 
exploded into a white flash of 
unbridled heat. Sulphur and fire 
filled the air. 

Jim found himself lying on the 
ground. He looked around him! The 
foreman, his workers, the 
townspeople were all frozen into 
postures of alarm. Dazed, he 
glanced up to see Sue. He 
scrambled to his feet and raced to 
her. 

“My God—what happened? Are 
we all crazy?” 

But: Sue was also frozen as stiff 
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and as still as any marble statue. 

“Tll explain everything,” came a 
quiet voice just behind him. 

Jim whirled around. “Aunt 
Maud! What has happened, 
woman? 

The old lady stepped out of the 
shadows. She looked tired, 
exhausted, yet triumphant. Softly 
she said, “It is finished.” 

“I don’t understand.” For the 
first time in twenty years, Jim felt 
on the verge of tears. 

“Don’t worry, dear. They’re all 
safe. I put them under a trance so 
they would remember nothing of 
what has happened.” Aunt Maud 
smiled at him. “Actually you’re to 
blame for all this—but only 
indirectly of course. Remember 
when you had that small fire—Sue 
told me about it—your foreman 
poured water into the cellar. That 
water reactivated the spell. Under 
the threat of fire, the warlock was 
put into a trance so that he would 
survive. Only water, fire’s opposite, 
so to speak; could be able to break 
it. Perhaps some of your dynamite 
explosions loosened chinks in the 
mortar to allow moisture to enter 
the creature’s lair. This gave him 
life and power again. 

“Sarah knew about him—she is 
one of them, you know. That was 
her real reason she wanted you 
gone. She was fiercely jealous of 
anyone else with the Power.” 

“But you must be a witch also!” 


THE MUMMY’S EYES 
(Continued from page 33) 


in Hell were joining the chorus. 
Hemren’s man stood transfixed in, 
the center of the chamber. He 
glanced around wildly, turned and 
ran toward the circular entrance. 
When he was five feet from the 
relative safety of the access tunnel, 
the massive door swung shut and 
the shrieking ceased. Then one cry 
of terror broke the stillness. It 
echoed briefly and when it died, the 
door swung open once more. 

“Lemsch, Lemsch,” 
whispered. 

The figure lay crumbled on the 
rock floor. 

“Pm going in,” Dave said, 
moving toward the opening. He 
shrugged off Haskins’ restraining 
arm and raced to the body. He knelt 
briefly and then called to the others. 

“He’s dead.” 

“How?” 

“I don’t know, Professor. 
marks on him. Just his eyes.” 

“What about them?” 

“You’d better look see. I think it’s 
safe now.” 


Hemren 


No 


“Of course. That is why I 
enchanted all the others—even Sue 
knows nothing of my double life. 
But I am a white witch. I only do 
good.” 

“The warlock and Sarah—how 
did you destroy them?” 

“I didn’t. They have the same 
power as I, are just as strong. But 
while they were diverting their 
power by directing it against each 
other, I was able to sneak up and 
banish them never to return. If they 
had had the intelligence to turn on 
me, I would have been completely 
at their mercy. Sarah and I have 
been at a stalemate for years—the 
warlock upset the balance of power. 

“T only have a few minutes before 
the spell wears off and the others 
awaken. They shall remember 
nothing of what occurred tonight. 
The townsmen will think they came 
here to inspect the work. Your men 
are going to show them the camp 
and explain its operations. All will 
be friends again.” 

“May I give you a lift back into 
town?” 

Maud laughed. “No thinks. Pll 
fly back.” She leaped into the air. 
“Bring Sue home early tonight—she 
has to go to work in the morning!” 
Maud called out a good-night and 
was lost among the trees. 

Jim smiled. Lighting a cigarette, 
he sat down on a rock to wait for the 
others to revive. 


THE END 


The five survivors gathered 
around the corpse as Dave turned 
him over. Only the whites of his 
eyes showed, as if, in death, the 
man had tried to avoid the terrible 
horror stalking him. His neck was 
contorted, tendons straining, as if 
he were trying to shout through 
speechless lips. Jennifer shuddered. 

“Dave, look here. The 
sarcopagus. It’s open!” 

“Do you suppose it was Lemsch?” 

“I don’t think he had time, Dave. 
No, whatever used the spear, also 
opened the coffin.” 

“Father, that tomb was sealed 
over 2,500 years ago. Nothing could 
live that long.” 

“I don’t know, Jennifer. Wait a 
minute. I remember that pyramids 
had booby traps, activated by the 
weight of someone walking or 
touching the insides of the tomb. I 
think we’re faced with the same 
thing here.” 

“So what killed Lemsch?” 

“I don’t know,” Haskins 
muttered hastily. “The opening of 
the coffin, maybe. What’s the 
difference? The man is dead.” 

“By something that can kill us 


